You sat alone in a vast ball-room lately
fair in your box in beauty's royal conviction*

as bravely fresh as you surpass innately
all women else by your supreme perfection,

like as the sovereign sun progressing stately
alone through heaven holds his high direction,

or as great Jove in vaulted palace greatly
rules and afar by his divine election.

Courage that lives with virtue still is tidalt
low in the trembling hind, the hare that flies,
but in the lion taken at the flood.

So fear for common men both law and bridle
cannot your virtue, less yourself, surprise,
whose law is the sweet order in your blood*
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